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at him.   Or he would be taking a tray

Josephine at the door, a tray with a purple
rose In a little brown pot set In the corner of
It; and he could not look Josephine in the
face. Or he would be parting the curtains
In the morning nervously, with the half-hope
that their opening would reveal some myste-
rious, overwhelming good fortune born in
the night and waiting patiently to enter with
the clay.

But the unchanging centre of this picture
was a bed, heaped high with pillows, the
white sheet so neatly folded that it seemed
impossible that the girlish head and hands
resting upon them should belong to a living
woman. The placing of the red on the
cheeks, high on the cheek-bones, and the
smudge of the red itself suggested the brush
of a clumsy workman marring an exquisite
, doll, marring the work of the artist who made
her eyebrows with two single strokes of a
sable pen, and her lips, which she held parted
a little save when she smiled at him. When
ever she looked at him it was to smile with
her lips and eyes, while her head remained'as
in a vice unmoved; but for the most part
she looked fixedly towards the top of the
window where, in the day, she could see